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What Is It Makes Men Fight? 


N one short ugly sentence she had stripped him of his manhood. In a moment of 
jest, she had cut deep into his heart. As he lay gazing at the blinking stars and 
the shells that shrieked and burst, there again rang in his ear that mocking laugh 

which had sent him flying to the front. She had the prettiest hair, the brightest eyes, the most tantalizing 
smile in all San Augustine. He would show the world that a lion’s heart beat in his little body. 
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The war closed and he went home—a Colonel and a hero. San Augustine was frenzied over its native son. 
Straight up the path to her home, he walked—and then—the thing that happened wasn’t at all what you think. 
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DID HE HOLD THE WIRE? 


ES, this is seven-eight-two-nine. Yes, Columbus. It is. 
Didn’t you? Well, I’m using my regular Thursday voice, 

Reggie. 

Am I? Oh, I don’t know; I’ve missed lots of guesses. 

Hardly that; it would take a really clever person to guess 
your number. 

No; I have too high an opinion of your intelligence to try to 
flatter you. 

You know I mean that. 

Let me think—no—I believe not. Why? 

Winter Garden? I—I thought Grace told me you were going 
to take her to the Knickerbocker Saturday night? 

How? She was here to-day and told me. 


Fix it? How? 

Oh, I see. Yes. You were going where? 

Oh, yes, to Philadelphia. When did you tell her? 

Oh, you haven’t. 

Yes, I understand—you wanted to be sure that I would go 
with you. 

It’s an awfully shabby trick to play on Grace. 

Never know it? But she does know it! You’ve been talk- 
ing to Grace, Reggie. 

Yes, Columbus, seven-eight-two-nine. 

Kidding you? Not at all. I’m spending the night with 
Muriel, and she asked me to answer the ’phone, that’s all, 
Reggie. Hold the wire. I'll call her. 


—Maurice Switzer. 
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The Statistician and the Hen 


HENEVER a government statistician 
has nothing else to do, he tackles 
the harmless and uncomplaining hen. 

So from the latest effusion of Uncle 
Sam’s statistics we learn that if every 
hen within our broad domains could 
be persuaded, advised, induced, in- 
fluenced or compelled to add ten 
eggs to her annual output, it would 
mean an increased revenue of $40,- 
000,000. All provided, of course, 
that the extra ten eggs did not glut 
the market and cut down the price 
of their predecessors. 

To show how easily this might be 
done, the alert statistician points 
gleefully to the record of a certain 
Plymouth Rock hen, which produced 
a total of 286 eggs in 365 days. 
From the pride this juggler of statis- 
tics takes in the performance of her 
henship, one would almost think that 
a detailed study of figures—by the 
hen—had something to do with the 
record of this poultry phenomenon. 

On the contrary, our guess would 
be that it was an ignorance of even 
the minor fundamentals of mathe- 
matics that brought about such a 
result. Probably this particular hen 
was so iniquitously illiterate that 
she could not count above thirty, and 
so she lost count and overworked 
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is wasted that way. For instance, if ten 
extra eggs a year make $40,000,000, why 
not let twenty extra eggs make $80,000, - 
000—or twenty-five an even $100,000,000, 
thereby wiping out the necessity for a 


war tax? Or why not figure that one 


grain of corn extra per ear would add 
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herself. Maybe if she had been 
properly schooled in arithmetical 
computations, she would have 


stopped at the first one-hundred mark and 
given the other poor hens a chance. 
However, the real significance of this 
statistical outburst about eggs is the fact 
that it reveals anew the American failing 
of trying to get rich quick by merely add- 
ing up figures. 


Lots of good white paper 


WATCHING FOR SANTA CLAUS 


$27,536,000 a year to our national wealth, 
while an extra drop of water for each 
gallon of alcoholic entertainment would 
increase the number of headaches per 
year by 4,637,222 without the expendi- 
ture of an extra cent? 

But please let the hen alone. 
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Save the Birds 
T A TIME when men—the very ‘flower 





of Europe—are being slaughtered by 
hundreds of thousands, it may be regarded 
as trifling to refer to the killing of birds 
and animals sought as game by means 
that will result in extinction unless 
wise laws earnestly enforced inter- 
vene for their saving. 

The General Federation of Wom- 
en’s Clubs has many commendable 
purposes, but in its conservation de- 
partment it is doing work that 
should be encouraged on all sides. 

The Federal migratory bird bill, 
which was supported by the federa- 
tion, is now a law, although those 
opposed to it are testing its consti- 
tutionality in the courts. Its pur- 
pose is to protect insectivorous and 
rodent-eating birds from plumage 
hunters, trappers of song birds, 
*“‘game hogs’’ and market hunters, 
whose selfish operations cannot pos- 
sibly be regarded as related to 
*‘sport.’” Even the unthinking 
small boy with his sling shot comes 
under its provisions. 

Government reports have dealt 
with the economic side of the ques- 
tion as to the value of various birds 
in their relation to the food supply. 
Losses that in the aggregate are 
staggering result from the killing 
of birds that protect crops, and the 
habits of hunters, by so many be- 
lieved to be warranted by usage, 
should be curtailed or stopped in the in- 
terest of the public as science has estab- 
lished that interest. 





We wish when our neighbors’ dogs have 
trouble that they wouldn’t think our front 
yard is Belgium. 

































































At that, She Was Right 


ENKINS, the proprietor of the store, 
was sorely perplexed, as business for 
some time past had been very poor. What 
he longed for most was a 
well-to-do purchaser, who 
would expend enough mo- 
ney in his place to tide the 
business over until the 
spring rush commenced. 
His heart was gladdened 
at the sight of a richly 
dressed old woman entering his store, and 
he hastened forward to greet her. 

“I would like to make many purchases, ’’ 
said the old lady, as Jenkins made his 
most profound bow and put forth his 
grandest manner. ‘‘I have many © 
gifts to make, and as I have plenty 





of money and am getting along in at ha ( 
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most need. I shall take up a great we aut ©. im 
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will be worth your while.”’ ™ fad + &. 
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by the prospect of large purchases. 
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hours to the best advantage and succeeded 
in disposing of a number of otherwise un- 
salable articles, and the goodly sum to 
which the sales amounted fully repaid him 
for his efforts. The old lady remarked 
that she was well satisfied with the service 
and would return at a later date and give 
him a larger order. After giving him mi- 
nute instructions as to the delivery of the 
various articles purchased, she asked, 

‘‘What is my bill? If you will give 
me a blank check, I will settle with you 
now.’’ Jenkins hastened to total the 
amount of sales. 

‘‘Fifteen hundred and sixty-three dol- 
lars,’’ he beamed. 

‘‘Even?’’ asked the old lady, as she 
proceeded to write the check. 




















Jenkins’s attention was attracted at 
this moment to two uniformed figures 
who were cautiously peering into the 
store window. One of the men wore a 
black cap, on which was marked in red 
letters ‘‘Guard.’’ The other was dressed 
in the uniform of the city’s police force. 
The two stepped quietly into the store, 
and the guard, pointing at the erstwhile 
pleased customer, nodded to his compan- 
ion, and approaching the old lady, said 
kindly enough, 

‘‘Now, aunty, that you have finished 
your shopping, we’ve come to take you 
home.’”’ 

‘‘All right,’’ answered the old lady 
cheerily, as she accompanied the men. 

Jenkins looked at the check he held in 
his hand. It read, ‘‘Fifteen hun- 
dred and sixty-three dollars and no 


sense.’”’ —Florence Leonard 


Looking Ahead 


**Wombat is always struggling to 
shine. Nothing is too far ahead for 
him to plan for.’’ 

““What now?’’ 

**Now he’s taking a few lessons 
on the harp, so as to get something 





The old lady was hard to please, 
but Jenkins put in the next few 





A DREAM OF FAIR WOMEN 


of in edge on the rest of us in the 
next world.”’ 








The Flatter’s Christmas 


H, PLUMBER, lay the Yule log low 
And wipe its joint in haste, 
For we would see its merry glow, 
Though ’tis a fearful 
waste. 
Oh, Christmas comes but 
once a year! 
There! Turn it off, for 
gas is dear. 





Oh, janitor, turn on the 
steam 
And let the pipes be warm, 
For Santa is behind his team 
And pelting through the storm. 
te kind, or else, a little later, 
He’ll freeze within our radiator, 


Oh, florist, bring our Christmas tree 
And set it on the table. 

One scarce could tell what might it be, 
If ’twere not for the label. 

But, see! A larger one than that 

Could not be fitted to our flat. 


Now, hang the children’s stockings here. 
To Santa, let’s commit them! 

Nay, gracious landlord, have no fear! 
We have no child to fit them. 

We know that you do not approve, 

And who would take us, should we move? 


—KEdmund Vance Cooke. 


Their Glee 


‘*He boasts that he came of a fine old 


family.”’ 
**Yes; and how they must have laughed 
when he left !"’ 





SUBSTITUTION 


** Have you a circulating library? ’’ 


** No, ma’am ; but I can show you some nice revolving bookcases 
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Egg View Notes 


TINK NITZ has asked Sherm Spoor 

over to breakfast at his place 
Christmas, which has caused Sherm to 
fear that, outside of that, the day will 
be one of misery for him. 

A real home-talent minstrel enter- 
tainment, to show here some night 
during Christmas week, practiced a 
rehearsal Tuesday night, upstairs over 
the lock-up, while Ote Gimber stood 
across the street, talking and sneering, 
so as to damage it a great deal, if pos- 
sible. Ote spoke for the interlocker’s 
part, and didn’t get it. 

Wanting to carefully examine the 
contents, Witt Larcom helped Bill 
Waite, our grocer, to open up a long box 
of holiday presents Friday morning. 

Unless something don’t go right, 
Cylindra Berger ain’t apt to forget 
this year’s Christmas Day. Dow Lud- 
lum is figuring on making her a little 
remembrance, which will consist of 
providing her with a better view, from 
her window, of Corny Paine’s front 
door. All Dow expects to do is to 
move his cowshed over a few feet. 

The fire alarm Monday night proved 
to be a false one. Immediately after 
discovering that he saw a light in the 
grocery cellar, about eight o’clock, 
Chet Lumley concluded that a fire was 
at hand. Further investigation, how- 
ever, showed that it was Bill Waite, 
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CHRISTMAS DAY IN CALIFORNIA 
down there with a lantern, busily en- 
gaged in disguising some last year’s 
holiday gifts. 

Knowing full well that he deserves 
some kind of a Yuletide reminder for 
himself, Truman Bilge sent off three 
weeks ago after a pair of catalogue 
shoes, which came yesterday, only to 
be wrapped up again and rushed back, 
with the news that both of his feet are 
the same size. 

While doing some shopping in a 
crowded Pollywog store Saturday night 
Wes Weese had one of his pockets 
picked by some stranger. He claims 
that he felt somebody, but said nothing 
about it, thinking that it was Ag, his 
wife, who was with him at the time. 

Having been seen on the street sev- 
eral times lately wearing a pair of tree 
climbers he got somewhere, Witt Lar- 
com has been instructed to keep down 
off of Erny Neff’s barber pole. 


—Leslie Van Every. 


His Discovery 
‘“‘I find,” confessed skimpy little 
Mr. Meek, ‘‘that I do the housework 
easier and quicker when my wife is not 
at home to help me.’’ 
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His Loss 
cs] QUES yo’, Ivory Washington,’’ sol- 
emnly inquired good old Parson 

Bagster, ‘‘take dis ’ooman, Gladys Gug- 
gles, to be yo’ lawful 
wedded wife?’’ 

**T dunnuh, sah.’’ 

Yo’ dunnuh! Yo’ 
comes yuh to git mar’d, 
and den dunnuh what 
yo’ wants! Has yo’ 
done lost yo’ mind?’’ 

“No, sah; but I’s 
+ sawtuh lost muh ’thusi- 
asm.’’ 











‘*Knowledge is power’’ originated with 
the blackmailer. 





When Miss Bachelor, the noted suffragette, tied her shoestring 
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Miss Green 


ER NAME was Mabel-—- Mabel Green— 
And yet somehow it did not fit her; 
For in her eyes there shone the sheen 
Of violets that gleam and glitter. 
Her cheeks were pink anemones— 
No lovelier you may encounter— 
A very banquet for the bees. 
There was no trace of ‘‘green’’ about 
her! 


Her brow was like a lily flower 
Upon a summer morning sunny; 
Her hair was like the golden dower 
Of kingcups with their hoarded honey. 
Her name, it seemed a shame, I ween, 
Her red lips were so shaped for kisses; 
And so I blotted out the ‘‘green,”’ 
By changing Mabel’s Miss to Mrs, ! 
—Clinton Scollard. 


A Prosperous Scheme 


ee] JOING any good?’’ 
“Yep. Got a business men’s ath- 
letic class. Tuition, five dollars a year.’’ 
**Well, those rates are attractive, but 
too low to pay you.”’ 
“*You don’t get the idea. 
out in about two weeks. 
another class.”’ 


At Christmas 


Now sad, indeed, is the married man’s 
lot, 
And he finds that his wife is strange. 
Though she never means less than a 
twenty spot, 
She will ask for a little change. 
—J. J. O'Connell. 


They all drop 
Then I start 
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—— little did she suppose that she was hitched to the worst woman-hater 


in town, 
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A TOUCH OF NATURE ON FIFTH AVENUE 


High Prices on Climate A Plum 





saved some money from his annual politics? 
salary and carried it out West for invest- Marjorie—Fine! A rich brother so- P. Smith. 










Old lady—It must be somebody from home, Silas. I can’t make out his face, but he’s certainly wavin his hand at us. 


Sizing Her Up 


‘a AN INDIANA college professor had Madge—How is Dolly getting on in ,..¢}JERE comes that infernal old gos- 
sip, Tillie Tattles!’’ snarled Grout 


‘*And she looks so pleased and 


ment. Hestruck southern’ cialist is going to marry her and let her satisfied that I am certain she has some 


ao 


California and was greeted spend all his money. bad news to tell.’’ 








P< 
ne hs by a smiling real es- 
e it ie tate man. The big auto 
in which they were 
seated burned space 
pretty fast, and soon 
the men were far out 
in the desert, looking 
over a platted tract of sagebrush, peo- 
pled by lizards, rattlers and other 
members of ancient settlers. 

The college man was seeking black 
earth, such as he had seen in the fer- 
tile valley of the Wabash. He kicked 
at the glistening sand of dormant 
centuries and shook his head, as if in 
doubt of its producing powers. 

The realty dealer evidently began 
to get discouraged. He stepped di- 
rectly in front of the professor, at- 
tracted his attention, and with a wave 
of the hand toward the mountains, he 
exclaimed, 

‘*My friend, do not waste any time 
examining the soil. Think of the cli- 
/ mate, the wonderful, life-making cli- 

mate, and’’—— 
‘*Yes; but look here,’’ retorted the 
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professor. ‘‘I am not buying any of 
your climate at fifteen hundred dollars 
an acre.’’ 
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—Joel Shomaker. OPENING AN ACCOUNT IN THE SNOWBANK 




















What Shall I 


Give 





(Her? 
)Him? 


By DOUGLAS MALLOCH 


THE WIFE: 
I MUST get him a present— 
To think just what I’ve tried. 
There are so many things we need, 
It’s awful to decide. 


THE HUSBAND: 
I’ve got to give her something, I suppose. 
What does a woman want? I guess it’s 
clothes— 
Although she has enough now, goodness 
knows! 


I’ve got to give her something. I won- 
der now 

If I can’t think (ten dollars I’ll allow) 

Of something she would ask for, anyhow. 


THE CAUTIOUS MAN: 
If I give her a ring, she may tie to the 
thing 
A significance never intended; 
If I give her a book, ’tween the lines she 
may look 
For a sentiment unapprehended. 
Now I like her quite well, and you never 
can tell 
What may come of acquaintance so 
pleasant ; 
But I mustn’t mislead —I must think well, 
indeed, 
Of the future as well as the present. 





THE LADY: 

I want to give him something 
That he will like a lot; 

But he is such a dumb thing, 
It’s hard deciding what. 

For if I give some trinket, 
He’]] think I do not care; 

If something nice, he’!] think it 
Intended for a snare. 


THE LOVER: 

I wonder what she likes the best? 

A bonbon box or flowers? 
With what the most she’!! be im- 

pressed? 

Or what will seem like ours? 
But I suppose, whate’er I do, 

I’ll foozle everything. 
Jerusalem! I wish I knew 

What that other guy’! bring! 


THE GIRL: 
I’d like to give the dear a—well, 
Some present he would treasure. 
It’s hard for just a gir! to tell 


What most would give him pleas- 


ure 


I know what father’s hinting meant, 


I know what pleases brother— 
But he’s a man so different 
From any other! 
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SEPARATION 
Josie—What do you think! Gladys has decided to marry that rich Johnny after all. 


Minnie—Such a fool as that ? 


Josie—That's just it. She says a fool and his money are soon parted, and that then she can get a divorce. 





THE GOVERNOR’S POCKET EDITION 
Some books are always acceptable gifts. 


THE OTHER GUY: 
I’d be a chump to blow a lump 
On her, the flirty Jane! 
That angel child has got her wild 
About him, that is plain. 
I guess I’11 call, and that is all, 
And leave a dollar rose. 
I’ll drop in late and learn the date— 
They’ve fixed it, I suppose. 


THE SMALL BOY: 
I haven’t thought of presents yet, 
But, gee! 
I wonder what they’re goin’ to get 
For me? 


THE SPINSTER: 
He’s such a man, so nice a man, 

I’d like to send a gift to him. 
Although he squeezed my fingers so, 
A Christmas gift would let him know 

I’m not the least bit miffed at him. 
And, anyhow, the Scripture says 

There is a Christian beauty 
In being kind to others—so 
I’ll send a gift, because I know 

It is my Christian duty. 


THE BACHELOR: 
I guess she’d think I was a fool 
(An old fool is the worst one) 
To act the boy just out of school 
(I wouldn’t be the first one). 
I guess I’ll send her something, 
though— 
That little brooch of gold 
I saw to-day. Am I so gray? 
And do I look so old? 


The Old School 


‘“‘He’s an advertising writer of the 
old school.’’ 
‘*You mean a liar?’’ 











HERE is a man—you know him well; in every village doth 

he dwell—who all the time and every day can dig up some- 

thing sad to say. The good, the beautiful, the fine, the things 

that others think divine, remind him that all flesh is grass, that 

all things must decay and pass. He shakes his head and wags 

his ears and sheds all kinds of briny tears and cries, ‘‘ Alack and 
welladay! All flesh is grass, and grass is hay!’’ 

He gazes on the blooming bride, who, in her beauty and her 
pride, is fairer than the fairest flower that ever charmed asum- 
mer hour. Wise people watch her with delight, and hope her 
future may be bright; they whisper blessings and declare that 
she is radiant and rare, and better feel for having seen so 
charming and so sweet a queen. 

But Croaker notes her brave array and sighs, ‘‘Her bloom 
will pass away! A few short years, and she’ll be bent and 
wrinkled up, I’ll bet a cent! The hair that looks like gold just 
now will soon be graying on her brow. She’! shrivel in this 
world of sin, and there’!] be whiskers on her chin; and she will 
seem all hide and bone, a withered and obnoxious crone! I’ve 
seen so many brides before, with orange wreaths and veils ga- 
lore, and I have seen their glories pass—all flesh is grass, all 
flesh is grass!’’ 

The people hear his tale of woe and murmur, ‘‘ What he says 
is so!’’ For that’s the way with evil words; they travel faster 
than the birds. 

I go to see the football game, and note the athlete, strong 
of frame, his giant arms, his mighty chest, and glory in his 
youthful zest. It fires my ancient soul to see exultant youth, 
so strong and free. 

But some one at my elbow sighed—and there sits Croaker— 
dern his hide! 

‘*These youths,’’ he says, ‘‘so brave and strong, will all be 
crippled up ere long. If they’re not slaughtered in this game, 
they'll all be bunged up, just the same. A few short years, 
and they will groan, with rheumatism in each bone; they’!! all 
be lame in feet and knees, they’l] have the hoof and mouth dis- 
ease, the mumps, the glanders and the gout. Go on, ye spring- 
alds, laugh and shout and play the game as best ye may, for 
youth and strength will pass away! Like snow wreaths in the 
thaw they’!! pass—all flesh is grass, all flesh is grass!’’ 

I bust him once upon the nose, I tie his whiskers to his toes, 
and, with an ardent, eager hoof, I kick his person through the 


roof. But he has spoiled my happy day; the croaker drives all 


glee away. 





Toy Soldiers 


OHNNY and Fritz were two nice little boys, 

Who had all of the latest inventions in toys— 
Cannons, projectiles of wood and of lead; 
Aeroplanes, to drop bombs from o’erhead; 
Soldiers, battalions of foot and of horse; 
Torpedo flotillas and warships, of course. 
‘‘Oh, what shall we play now?’’ asked Johnny of Fritz. 
‘*My soldiers and sailors can beat yours to bits.’’ 
‘‘Indeed, that they cannot!’’ cried Fritz, with a roar. 
‘But since we’ve so many—say, John, let’s play war.’’ 

—Margaret G. Hays. 


Wiseisms 
How old is a woman born twenty-one years ago? 
We shall know each other better when the myths have 


cleared away. 
If Sherman had lived to-day, he would have hunted up a 


stronger word. 

It is a wise child that knows its own father’s actual stand- 
ing as an athlete without consulting the records. 

It’s awfully funny to see a chronic grouch look disapprov- 
ingly at a disagreeable spell of weather, as if he intended doing 
something about it. —Strickland Gillilan. 


Ominous 

Deacon Winters—Dominie, I don’t like to say it, but I think 
*twould be well to put Treasurer Meadows under bonds. 

Rev. Summers—Why so, deacon? I have always regarded 
Brother Meadows as scrupulously honest. 

Deacon Winters-—That’s just it, dominie. He’s gettin’ to be 
too blessed scrupulously honest. He’s makin’ a show of it. 
He’s puttin’ all the little apples on top o’ the barrels. 


Not To Speak of Libraries 


‘*Pa, how do architects and builders make so much money? 
‘They make most of it, son, by insisting on putting billiard- 
rooms in houses where nobody ever plays billiards.’’ 


pera 








“MY EXPLORATIONS 
BY CHRIS COLUMBUS 


EDITION DE LUXE 



















COLUMBUS’ | 


FO sesso JusT ouT! 
‘ vs are (oP WITH AUTHOR'S AUTOGRAPH 
| , 3 PRICE $1002 
X71 F INQUIRE AT BOX OFFICE 
KG DON'T MISS 
Vv 
X 









/ 


“HOW | DISCOVERED THE 
COUNTRY OF DOUBT $12 xer| “F 


Fi dae ota “<2 
Pada ‘ 

f 
Wid! 


MR. COLUMBUS 
LECTURES EVERY EV! 


RROW NI sy 
PERSONAL REMINISCENC 
OF QUEEN ISABELLA” 
ADMISSION 
75, 1.00, 1.50, 2.00. 


TY 
4 
















4 







IF COLUMBUS HAD LIVED UNTIL TO-DAY 























\N’T YOU think the Swell- 
beighs are a bit vulgar, 


‘“‘How can any 
who gets rich so quick.y 
help being vulgar?’’ 
Man- 
ners never come all at once.’’ 

‘*And they seldom come at all to persons not born to them.’’ 

‘**How true!’’ 

Thus gossiped Mrs. Arbour and Mrs. Delevere over their 
afternoon tea. They belonged to old families at Newport, a 
few of whom had not died out or sold out. Newport, the wise- 
acres said, was ‘‘going back."’ This didn’t mean that the town 
was reverting to the time when a select few who could hark 
back two or three generations to their family beginnings in 
shirt sleeves were arbiters of everything about them. 

The tide of new wealth and attendant gaucheries had driven 
many of these first families away. It was only six months be- 
fore that the Lestors had sold their elaborate place and all its 
belongings to the newcoming Swellbeighs. 

The entrance of Mrs. Swellbeigh into the Casino at the mo- 
ment, exposing every detail of the latest mode in dress, had 
started this conversation between Mrs. Arbour and Mrs. Dele- 
vere, both of whom threw up their lorgnettes to a haughty tra- 
jectory that carried over Mrs. Swellbeigh’s head, while the 
unobstructed eye of each took in the sartorial variety of an 
overdressed woman. 


one 





By J. A. 


“Of course. 
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dear?” A Hazard of Hospitality 
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‘‘But their servants are marvels, 
dear. Mrs. Swellbeigh'’s newest maid 
uy) is just the most chic creature I’ve ever 
ul seen !’’ 

‘‘She’s pretty, and no doubt clever. 
But don’t you observe that their domes- 
tic staff serves only to make their own 
shortcomings the more pronounced? The contrast, my dear, is 
something dreadful !’’ 

**Do you believe—I don’t!—that this Baron Dumdum they 
parade with such effrontery is a real person of title? They say 
there is no such name in the Almanach de Gotha.’’ 

‘*But surely you’ve heard how Mrs. Swellbeigh accounts for 
that! She insists he’s even more than a baron. Hints that 
he’s a minor royalty over here incog. on a political mission 
related to the war, and thus must hide his real identity. How 
perfectly absurd !’’ 

Mrs. Swellbeigh simply laughed at gossip of this sort. It 
always came back to her. Why shouldn’t she laugh? Baron 
Dumdum was her guest and had promised to continue as her 
guest, though bids for him had been made even by persons in a 
circle Mrs, Swellbeigh could not penetrate, especially by moth- 
ers with daughters who smiled upon him. For the baron was 
handsome withal. 

The riches of the Swellbeighs carried them triumphantly in 
the newer Newport set. Even the exclusive few gasped at the 
display Mrs. Swellbeigh made of jewels. And her collection of 
gems was as famous in London ani Paris 23 it was at Newport. 


LONG-FELT WANTS 


An anteroom where tired ‘‘ tootsies ’ 


Even Baron Dumdum gasped at them. And 

yet no one outside of the family ever saw 

all of Mrs. Swellbeigh’s gems together— 

that is, no one but Félice, 

the paragon of a maid, 

om 2 whose attractiveness and 

La]! worth even Mrs. Arbour 

coe and Mrs. Delevere had ad- 

mitted. To Félice, in fact, 

the jewels were intrusted 

when not in a safety vault 

and when Mrs. Swellbeigh 

had them at hand for personal adornment 

on great social occasions. And Félice 

was even trusted te take them to and 
from their seclusion. 

Baron Dumdum, it was noted, took no 
note of Félice whatever, though she was 
engaging enough to seize the attention of 
most other men, young orold. The baron 
thus confirmed Mrs. Swellbeigh’s notion 
of his super-aristocracy. The baron danced 
divinely, and among his other accomplish- 
ments —and of this he seemed proud—was 
his ability to drive a car. No racing 
chauffeur could take a motor through dan- 
gerous mazes of traffic with greater skill, 
and none could drive at speed more safely. 
He often drove Mrs. Swellbeigh, as much 
to her pride as her exhilaration. 

One morning, after a late function, 
Mrs. Swellbeigh woke within an hour of 
the time she was to take a spin with the 
She called Félice, but the maid 


—_ 
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baron. 





may get relief. 


did not respond. She called Mimi, a sec- 
ond maid, who could give no account of the 
favorite. Mrs. Swellbeigh had performed 
her toilet in days gone by without assist- 
ance, and she did it this morning, fre- 
quently giving word that Félice should be 
sent in the moment she appeared. 

Mrs. Swellbeigh, at that stage of dress- 
ing that called for ornamentation, could 
not find her jewels. A terrible thought 
cametoher. Had Félice disappeared with 
them? Hysterical, she sent word to the 
baron’s apartment for counsel. 

The baron had also disappeared ! 








The Day of Dreams Come True 


[VE TRIED and tried with all my might 
To do just as I should— 
And I have dreamed ’most every night 
Of everything that’s good. 


And, oh, my dreams! If things can be 
One-half as good as they, 

Then Santa will be good to me 
When it comes Christmas Day. 


The hobby horse, the fireman’s suit, 
The auto and the train, 

The bow and arrows I may shoot— 
I see them all so plain! 

Oh, time goes by so slowly, though! 
I never, never knew 

How long a way it was to go 
To the Day of Dreams Come True! 

But now I’m here at Christmas Eve— 
I hope all little boys 

Will wake to-morrow to receive 
Their playthings and their toys. 


And may their hearts be glad and light 
And all the world seem new, 
Because they go throughout this night 
To the Land of Dreams Come True. 
—Wilbur D. Nesbit. 


Old-Timers 

Heard Under the Proverbial Osculatory Sprig 

“It’s all right—nobody’s looking, any- 
way.”’ 

‘*Do we have to have this for an ex- 
cuse?’’ 

‘*This is the best present I got all day! 

‘“*Would you kiss me if we weren’t un- 
der the mistletoe?’’ 

‘*Think of getting stuck for five dances 
with Susie Jones!’’ 

“This is luck!’’ 

‘‘Um-m-m-m-m-m !”’ 

**I’ll bet I’m the hundredth girl you've 
kissed to-night!’’ 

‘‘Say, who invented this custom, any- 
way?’’ 

*‘I wish you’d wear a hat trimmed with 
tndrew Merz. 


” 


Chas. 


mistletoe !’’ 





THE MODERN THREE WISE MEN 














JUDGE'S BETWEEN COVERS by ROBERT MOUNTSIER 


Passing 


«« ABROAD AT HOME’’: Wallace 

Morgan and I crossed the U. S. 
together, saw a lot of interesting people 
and places, had a fine time, and have 
made a big, fat, red-covered holiday book 
out of our adventures. I like Morgan’s 
sixty pictures, he likes my forty chap- 
ters, and we both like the way the Cen- 
tury Company brought the volume out. I 
think they might have got $3 a copy for 
it instead of $2.50, but even at $2.50 I 
prefer it to any other book of mine, 
because the royalty is larger. —Julian 


‘ «CALIFORNIA: AN INTIMATE 
HISTORY’’: A memoir beginning 
some 150,000 years ago and ending with 
the Graft Prosecution. I have been sat- 
urated since childhood with California 
traditions and anecdotes, and geology is 
my favorite study.—Gertrude Atherton. 


‘ « ALTOGETHER JANE,”’ from ‘‘ What 

sort of a child was I?’’ to the 
amen of philosophically accepted experi- 
ence, mirrors every human emotion. It 
is present-day life—your life and mine— 
an optimistic book that ministers.—Jane. 


Sentences 


Pr NE CLEAR CALL’’: Carrying and 

fetching. Represents a fight be- 
tween the author and her principal char- 
acter as to how life’s S. O. S. call shall 
be answered, with character (man, of 
course) stubborn to finish. — Frances 
Nimmo Greene. 


sc RAMBI”’: I think that ‘‘Bambi’’ is 
quite the gayest, wisest, most re- 
freshing book of the season, because—I 
wrote it and I know it is! Besides, I 
haven’t read the other books of the sea- 
son.—Marjorie Benton Cooke. 








Street. 


0-DAY JupGe descends from his seat of justice and per- 
mits six authors to occupy it, so that each may do justice 
to himself or herself, as the case and sex may be. It may be 
contempt of court, but I as court crier insist upon telling all 
about it. I asked each of the authors except one to judge his or 
her book in 35 words, and this is what happened. Marjorie Ben- 
ton Cooke used up 36 words, 35 of them Noah Webster’s and one 
her own, saying that womanwise she just had to have the last 
word. Mrs. Atherton wrote 35 words, supposing that I didn’t 
mean real German literalness. And I should say non, in view 
of two facts, my French great-great-grandfather and my French 
cook! Jane, the author of the janeonymous “‘ Altogether Jane,”’ 
did the distance in 35 flat, while Julian Street, doubtless in 
need of change, wondered how it would feel to be a certain 
fellow author, T. Roosevelt, who once wrote at $ per word. 
Seeing that nothing was said about counting repeated a’s and 
I’s and dollar marks and figures, Street stopped one short of 91, 
according to my method of figuring, which counts his two 
$2.50’s as two words instead of a V. 
The prize for brevity goes to Frances 
Nimmo Greene—really I don’t know 
what her Nimmo is—and Mary 8. 
Watts, whose words follow these 
words, receives the prize for modesty. 
Certain circumstances known to Mrs. 
Watts and me led to her escaping the 
35-word limit when I was passing sen- 
tences, and she for some reason known 
only to herself advertises only ‘‘Pen- 
dennis’’ and ‘‘John Barleycern.’’ She 
wrote neither one of them, I am 
pleased to announce that the following 
is apropos of Mrs. Watts’s new novel, 
“‘The Rise of Jennie Cushing’’: 
Mary S. Watts: Somebody once 
said of Thackeray that he represented 
in literature the ‘‘gentlemanly inter- 
est,’’ and in that phrase or in the re- 
marks accompanying it one detected 
a flavor of amiable disapproval, as if 
representing the gentlemanly interest 
were not wholly creditable to Thack- 
eray either as an author or a man. 
Translated into less figurative lan- 
guape, it seems to mean that he wrote 
novels which had to do almost exclu- 
sively with ‘‘hig’ lif’,’’ with what 
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JULIAN STREET AND WALLACE MORGAN SEEING AMERICA 


some people recognize under the name of Society. He did in- 
deed write about men anc women—no one has yet gone so far as 
to deny that—but he also made them, with a few exceptions which 
help to prove the rule, ladies and gentlemen, and that appears to 
be considered by some authorities as an unworthy achievement. 
To illuminate their point of view, let some person equally brave 
and discreet find out what Mr. Jack London, for instance, thinks 
of ‘‘Pendennis.’’ What Thackeray would have thought of ‘‘John 
Barleycorn’’ defeats the imagination. 

Yet it was not, after all, the easiest of tasks that Thackeray 
set himself. To begin with, it takes courage to write a novel 
of character and manners; and to write about ladies and gen- 


tlemen as they are in real life is not a slight thing todo. Wit- 
ness the failures, the grotesque and horrific failures. Nobody 
wants to represent the gentlemanly interest nowadays. Even 


if well done, it would be almost certain to be unpopular, largely 
because few readers would know exactly what you were driv- 
ing at. If Society were nothing but noise and champagne 
and divorces, there would be no trou- 
ble about it; the noise-money-cham- 
pagne version of it flourishes and 
is received with applause, especially 
in those quarters where the other name 
for Society is ‘‘the dress-suit crowd.”’ 
The spectacle reduces the rest of us to 
a state of inarticulate protest. Why 
should it be easier to image a couple 
of desperadoes plotting in aslum alley 
than half a dozen ladies and gentlemen 
talking with good breeding and good 
taste and ordinary cleverness in some- 
body’s drawing-room? Impossible to 
say, but such is the fact; and if the 
average novelist were to be asked 
which he would rather ‘‘do,’’ a dinner 
party or a dynamiting, nine times out 
of ten he would choose the latter. If 
we do pluck up spirit enough to point 
out that, notwithstanding the breadth 
and accuracy of some of these flam- 
boyant pictures, there still exists in 
Society a gentlemanly interest which 
has not been adequately represented, 
the retort is obvious: Do it yourself, 
then! The inexperienced writer will 
find, to his astonishment and chagrin, 
that it needs a Thackeray to do it. 
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The Little Boot 


NE POET sings a lady’s glove 
Cast down mid lions grim; 
Another sings the girdle clasped 
Around a waist most slim. 
But I—I sing the little boot 
That binds and holds a little 
foot. 


That sheath demure of leath- 
er, which 
Embraces in its round 
More shapely loveliness, I know, 
Than sculpture yet has found; 
More neatness, too, more perfectness 
Than art could compass or express. 





What dreams of hidden beauty there, 
Coy and desirable, 

Its ardent lace, its last suggests! 
What thoughts its looks compel! 

What secrets now, do you suppose, 

If it could speak, would it disclose? 


Would it explain on Helen’s face 
That sudden twinge of pain? 
Or in her eyes the hunted look 
That comes and goes again? 
What can it be—oh, tell me, pray ! — 
That makes dear Helen frown that way? 


—Madison Cawein. 


A Prominent Man 


**My son is certainly getting on in col- 
lege.’’ 

‘‘What now?’’ 

“*He’s to be chairman of the committee 
on cowbells and fish horns the night of 
the class rush.’’ 


Hadn't Had Time 


Old lady (meeting two little boys)— 
Why, Johnnie, how very dirty you are! 
How is it that your little brother is so 
much cleaner than you are? 

Johnnie—Well, you see, he’s three years 
younger. 
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Little Conversations 


At the Public Library 

‘‘I’m told you have a card catalogue 
here,’’ said the flashy-looking stranger. 

‘*Yes,’’ said the librarian. 

‘I'd like*to look over it, please,’’ said 
the stranger. 

‘‘Well,’’ said the librarian, ‘‘we keep 
it here in the private office; but if you’ll 
tell me what you want’’—— 

‘“‘T want to see if there’s anything new 
in poker decks, and what they cost,’’ said 
the stranger. 


Like All the Rest 

‘“‘By George, but this 
is a beautiful day!’’ said 
Squidgeley. ‘‘Makes me 
feel like a billionaire.”’ 

“Tf that’s the case,’’ 
said Bilks, ‘‘do you think 
you could lend me a dol- 
lar?’’ 

‘‘No, Bilks,’’ said 
Squidgeley. ‘‘No billion- 
aire ever thinks in any 
such piking sums as 
that.”’ 


Where He Drew the Line 

**T don’t mind her going 
to Reno and getting a 
divoree,’’ growled Pink- 
ston, ‘‘and it’s perfectly 
proper to stick me for 
costs; but what I object 
to is having to pay for her 
return ticket. Seems to 
me her new husband ought, 
to come in for that.”’ 

The pinch of poverty is 
not apt to be as tight as 
the grasp of avarice. 


“* Guess I’ll git one. 


A “DANDY” GAME FOR THE GYM 


His Occupation 
«« HEY, there!’’ cried the inquisitive 
bluejay. ‘‘What are you doing 
in that wheel ?’’ 
‘*Giving an imitation of a Rube in are- 
volving door!’’ replied the caged squirrel. 


Explained 


**T notice the mantels in the new hotel 
are ‘Adam style.” What does that mean?’’ 

‘*I don’t know, unless it is that they 
are made of undressed stone.”’ 























THOSE CITY SIGNS 


’Tain't likely they come higher when 
they’re down.”’ 








His Failure 


««FOR QUITE a while, 
until lately, my neph- 

~~, ew, Austin Quench, was 
full to overflowing with a 

desire to drive the Moham- 

medans out of Palestine,’’ 

related Uncle Polk Pester. 

‘‘At first I supposed he was interesting 
himself in the matter merely for the 
pleasure of having something to talk 
about. But he continued to agitate it so 
continuously and tirelessly to everybody 
who chose to listen, as well as to a good 
many who couldn’t seem to help them- 
selves, that presently he began to be 
regarded in the neighborhood as an au- 
thority on the subject. He stuck faith- 
fully to the job, and by degrees his fame 
spread, until he was invited to lecture 
before a few lyceum societies in adjoin- 
ing counties and requested to contribute 
an article or two to the Thinkers’ Home 
Journal and Trend of the Times, published 
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VETOED 


Paterfamilias—Is that so? 


Monkey to be the fashion this winter, eh ? 


Well, you can't skin me 


for another set of furs! 














404 GOOLD 
on 


with causing him to abandon 
his plan. He said it hadn’t; 
he had given up the job be- 
cause he had finally grown to 
understand the utter futility 
of his attempting to evict the 
Moslems. He didn’t believe 
anybody could do it. And 
then he bowed his head in 
somber discouragement and 
left me. 

‘‘About that time I hap- 
pened to recall his second- 
cousin, Alexander Moochin, 
| who had come to his house one 





day, a year or two before, to 


a. 





WAR NEWS ILLUSTRATED 
The end of the engagement is expected hourly. 


dinner, and had remained ever 
since, differing with and 


from Austin on polities, religion, eco- 
nomics, the arts, sciences and so on, and 
had never been fired, because of Austin’s 
wife’s fear of what people would say if 
the boot, which he so richly deserved, 
were put to Ellick. I decided that Aus- 
tin had discovered that it would be rank 
hypocrisy in him to continue to drive the 
Mohammedans out of Palestine, when he 
couldn’t drive Cousin Ellick out from un- 
der his (Austin’s) own vine and fig tree.”’ 
—Tom P. Morgan. 


Sure Not 


‘“*Those football players seem to enjoy 
being torn to pieces.”’ 

‘“‘Sure. They’re never so happy as 
when they’re in scraps.”’ 








up at the capital city. Thereupon I 
naturally concluded that he was advo- 
cating the expulsion of the Moslems 
for the money there would be in getting 
his lectures booked on the Chautauqua 
circuits. 

**I couldn’t see any other valid rea- 
son why he should be so crazy about it. 
For one thing, he didn’t own Pales- 
tine; and for another, the Mohammed- 
ans hadn’t done anything to him or his 
folks, as far as I had ever heard. Still, 
I didn’t think then, and don’t now, that 
his scheme was any more foolish than 
some other plans that have provided 
their advocates with fat livings with- 
out labor, and so I was about as much 
surprised when he suddenly gave over 
pushing his great purpose as I had 
been when he began. Naturally I in- 
quired if the war had anything to do 








Gladys—Old man Cumrox is almost crazy because his son wishes to marry Fifi Hikik, the actress. 


Maud — Prejudiced against actresses ? 
Gladys—He wants to marry her himself 


Gladys — Oh, no 


Vaud — What's the trouble? 
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interesting! I should love to be 
doing something that would help 
HUMANITY, too! 


—Well, then, meet me at the 
charities organization Monday at 
eleven o’clock. 


go shopping Monday. 
with me to the class in public 
speaking at the suffrage head- _—— 


quarters Tuesday at three. 


have a class in curtain design at 
that time. 





A Spades a Spade 
By ETHEL R. PEYSER 
A Portrait of a Man 


SHE'S treated by him like a queen, 
She’s helped across the streets, 

She’s given every courtesy 
That every woman greets; 

And yet he thinks the vote for her 
Would signal grave defeats. 


She trained and reared his able sons, 
She helped him make his cash, 

She advised him in his business, 
She made him act less rash; 

And yet he thinks the vote for her 
Would be ‘‘just so much trash.’’ 


She answers all his business notes 
In a manner quite “‘parfait,”’ 
She does all his stenography 
And seems to have great sway; 
And yet he thinks the vote for her 
Would bring ‘‘naught but dismay.”’ 


She knows the whys of stocks and bonds, 


She knows statistics dull, 

She keeps him up on markets 
And knows the price to cull; 
And yet he says the vote for her 
**Would be an awful mull.”’ 


She’s placed on rate commissions, 
She takes part in great debates, 
She is asked’ for her opinion, 
She knows causes, bills and dates; 
And yet he thinks the vote for her 
Would cause the fall of States. 


She’s the brains of large con- 
ventions, 
She knows well the social 
trend, 
She has written books of civics, 
She has made great forces 
blend; 
And yet the vote for such as she 
He cannot comprehend! 


How She Called Her Bluff 
Dilettante—Oh, your work is so 


Ardent doer (enthusiastically ) 


Dilettante---I can’t, as I must 


Ardent doer—Well, then, go 


Dilettante— Oh, I’m sorry I 





sew for the Belgian sufferers Wednes- 
day at two? 

Dilettante—No; I promised to go toa 
course of lectures on Bahaism every 
Wednesday, Friday and Saturday at three. 

Ardent doer (growing very fatigued) 
—Well, how about Thursday at nine 
a.m.? We are helping clothe some hard- 
working New York washwomen. 

Dilettante—Oh, I never could meet you 
so early! 

Ardent doer—Well, when I get rested 
and you get time, we will assist Human- 
ity by adding some more days and hours 
to the calendar, which you in your enthu- 
siasm can devote to HUMANITY, as you 
express it. Good-by until then. 


Suffrage Snapshots 
By IDA HUSTED HARPER 
ANSAS banks broke their record for 
deposits in the three months from 
June to September, so woman suffrage 
has not bankrupted the State. Anti pub- 
lications please copy. 


‘‘Yeast,’’ a new suffrage play, is just 
being tried out. It is sure to cause a rise 
among the antis. 


Mr. Croker’s Indian bride says she can- 
not be a ‘‘squaw’’ until she is a mother. 
Oh, yes; first a squall, then a squaw. 
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THE MODERN WOMAN 


Curbside Comments 


By OREOLA W. HASKELL 
Woman and Danger 

THE PAPERS tell us of a French 

woman who is using her aeroplane 
to do scout duty. We also hear of a young 
woman who went through the boiling 
waters of Hell Gate on an aquaplane, a 
new form of sport that is calculated to 
make the timid cling closer to the hearth; 
and now, to top all, Mrs. Jens Jensen, the 
plain, ordinary wife of the skipper of the 
schooner Nakomis, acted like such a hero- 
ine when the vessel was wrecked as to fill 
the rude breasts of the men with her with 
great respect and admiration. Mrs. Jen- 
sen had with her two tiny children to be 
alarmed about, too; but she seems to have 
let mother love make her heroic instead 
of hysterical. Abandoning the time-hon- 
ored way of acting when confronted by 
danger—that is, either to swoon grace- 
fully into a pair of male arms or to shriek 
loudly into a pair of male ears—the new 
type of woman aspires grimly to physical 
courage, seeing, in spite of the omni- 
present protection of men, that there are 
times when it comes in most mighty handy. 


A Harrowing Honor 

ERMAN artillerymen have named their 
siege guns, which work such havoc 
with fortifications, ‘‘Busy Berthas,’’ in 
honor of Bertha Krupp, now the 
real head of the Krupp gun works. 
Is this a heroic effort on the part 
of men to show that the female 

is more deadly than the male? 


The Anti’s Idol 


Ole little god of Man-on-earth, 
Thou art my idol now; 
I place thee in my mind’s deep 
shrine, 
And down to thee I bow. 
But though I give thee flattery 
And serve thee with my hands 
And lay my beauty at thy feet, 
Heed thou my loud demands. 
For thou must bring me gifts of 
life, 
Home, gold and fame and power; 
And luxury and pleasure, too, 
About my path must flower. 
And thou must make the world 
for me 
A pleasant, easeful place, 





And solve unaided by my brain 
The problems of the race. 
For, like the gods of old, thou 
must 








LOW ROGERS 


Ardent doer—-Well, can you “YOU WOMEN ARE TOO EMOTIONAL TO VOTE,” BUT—OH, YOU MEN FOLKS | 


Thy worshiper placate, 
Lest, dashed down from thy 
shrine, thou’lt find 
My homage turned to hate. 















She—No, I won’t have it. 
the look of it. 

Hawker—No, and yer wouldn’t like the 
look of yerself, missus, if you’d been 
chivvied abaht by submarines ever since 
the war started.—Punch’s Almanac (Lon- 
don). 


I don’t like 








“Oh, sefiorita! Permitame otra vez! Qué manos! 
Qué divinas manos! Sé6lo pueden compararse a las 
de la Venus de Milo!" 


**Oh, miss! Allow me! What hands! 
What divine hands! I can only compare 
them to those of Venus de Milo!’’-~Suce- 
sos (Santiago, Chile). 





Prinzipal—Unerhérter Unsug! Ich sag’ Ihnen bloss 
drei Wérter. Suchensesich—enandern—Posten ! 

Boss—Incredible impudence! I’ve just 
three words to say to you: Goandget— 
anotherjob — foryourself!— Man Lacht 
(Berlin). 








Copyright, Fliegende Blaetter 


Rightly Named 

Dame—Sehen Sie, all’ den Herren da driiben hat 
unsere liebenswiirdige Wirtin, die reiche Witwe, 
schon einen Korb gegeben ! 

Maler—A\lso der reine Salon der Zuriickgew iesenen! 

Lady—You see, our amiable hostess, 
the rich widow, has given the mitten to 
all those gentlemen over there. 

Painter —Oh, then this is the salon of 
the rejected! — Fliegende Blaetter (Mu- 
nich). 





General—We’re going to have a battle, 
gran’pa. We’re the allies. and you’ve 
got to be the German army!—London 
Opinion. 




















“Ai ie!" “Di , > akti f +h keine 
Aie—ah—aie! Die von der Redaktion haben doch ke 


“C'est votre faute, Mon cheval’a pris vos cheveux Ahnung von Humor! Jetzt schicken sie mir den 
verts pour de 'herbe fraiche !” : famosen Witz von Mark Twain auch zuriick ! 


‘*Oh—ah—oh!’’ ‘‘The editors haven’t the slightest ap- 

‘*That’s your fault. My horse mistook preciation of humor. Now they’ve sent 
your green hair for fresh grass!’’—L’Jl- me back Mark Twain’s famous joke, too!”’ 
lustration (Paris). —Jugend (Munich). 
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Christmas Maid in Yellow Brocade 


TRIM Christmas maid, 
In her yellow brocade, 
Comes tripping along down the middle. 
’Tween dancers a-row, 
How her flashing eyes glow, 
As she treads to the tune of the fiddle! 


Ah, pert little flirt 

Of the witchery skirt, 
Your wiles so alluringly tender 

Send wine to the head 

Of the rustics who tread 
Spellbound by your ankles so slender! 


With lips in a curve, 
As you posture and swerve, 
You smile on each gallant entrancing. 
With coquettish art 
You are playing your part 
And treading on hearts with your dancing. 


Ah, sweet Christmas maid, 
In the yellow brocade, 
To-night you are dancing as sprightly 
In the firelight glow 
As you did long ago— 
And you tread on the hearts, ah, as lightly ! 


—Horace Seymour Keller. 


What's in a Name ? 


Smith—Hello, Jones, old man! I sup- 
pose you are going to name that new 
youngster after that rich old uncle of 
yours. 

Jones—I don’t think we will. 

Smith—Great Scott, man! Why not? 

Jones— Because the wife has decided to 
name it after that rich old aunt of hers. 


Wine Jelly when flavored with Abbott’s Bitters is made 
Sen eightrul and healthful. Sample of bitters by mail, 
in stampe. C, W. Abbott & Co.. Baltimore. Md. (ADv.) 



































TO the delicious spread 
el for cakes and bread. 

—> Known in two million 
American homes as the favorite table syrup 
and esteemed by good cooks as a valuable 


aid in many forms of cookery. 


Children thrive on Karo. Bread and Karo for 
luncheon is the joy of every girl and boy—and for 
the keen after-school appetite there is 
nothing better. =~ 


Candy making with Karo is an old 
pastime with a new zest. Delicious 
home-made taffies, fudges and 
fondant creams result from using 
Karo according to the recipes in 
the Corn Products Cook Book. 


Send for the cook book — FREE 


Your name on a postcard brings it 


CORN PRODUCTS REFINING COMPANY 
Dept. U. New York P. O. Box 161 




















To Make Your 
Friends Happy 


Send them a barrel containing 10 dozen bottles of good 
old 







The beverage that carries real old- fashioned 
Christmas Cheer and brings out all the sen- 
timent and good fellowship of the season. 
Everybody enjoys an Evans’ Ale greeting. 
Nearest dealer or C. H. Evans & Sons, Hudson, N. Y. 


DIAMONDS 


ON CREDIT 
Let us send you any Diamond you may select 
from our catalog so you may compare our 
values with those offered by other dealers ; be 
convinced that our IMPORTER’S PRICES 


offer you a great saving. 
20% DOWN 10% MONTHLY 


We furnish a guarantee certificate with 
every Diamond and allow the full purchase 
price on all exchanges. We will send express 
prepaid any Diamond or other article, for ex- 
amination and approval, you to be the sole 
judge as to whether you keep it or return it 
at our expense. 

Write today “for our FREE catalog de luxe 
No. 32, and see how easy itis for you to own 
and wear a beautiful Diamond. 

WEET & CO., Inc., 

2 and 4 Maiden Lane New York City 


AA INnInN 


TRICKS. We will send you twocard tricks: very 
perplexing to onlookers, yet anyone can do 
them. Also two booklets showing over 100 
dide re Magic ‘Shop. uzic » ne ks. AY for 10c. 

13th Street, Phila., Pa. 


MVANLY 


ART STUDIES 


EXQUISITE DEN PICTURES FROM LIFE 
Genuine Photos of living models in bewitching 
poses. Classy work for art lovers. 3 swell cab- 
nets. 2c: 6, 50c, with 6 1-2x8 1-2 photo FREE 

























with every order for 6 DOLLAR SPECIAL: 6 
cabinets, two 61-2 x 81-2, and 50 small photos all 
i for $1. 0c extra for sealed postage. MONEY 
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BACK IF NOT AS REPRESENTED 
KING CO., 6008 J. W., ANDOVER, OHIO 
9 Press Cutting ‘Buveea| 
will send you all newspaper clip- | 

pings which may appear about 

you, your friends, or any subject on which you may 
want to be “‘ up to date."’ Every newspaper and peri- 
odical of importance in the United States and Europe 

is searched. ‘Terms, $5.00 for 100 notices. 
- nae B. . , 
HENRY ROMEIKE, 106-110 Seventh Ave., N. Y. 
fh mn rah VA. 

! Me Stand acid and fire diamond test. 

28 | So >) '’Y So hard they easily scratch a file and 

i will cut glass. Brilliancy guaran- 

a teed 25years. Moumred in Idk solid gold 
diamond mountings. See them before pay- 

ing. Will send you any style ring. pin or stad for 

examination —all charges prepaid. No money‘in advance, 
Money refunded if not satisfactory. Write today for free catalog. 


WHITE VALLEY GEM CO., 773 Wulsin Bldg., Indianapolis 





oOOKS—new fourth edition—**The Hair’’—its 





physiology, anatomy, diseases and treatment—a scien- | 
tific treatise published by H. Ac hershaug, M.M.D. (Norway), 
has made a great sone ation. “Its wonderful results have 
astonished the med rofession."’— News The Book, WITH 
SWORN STATI ME NTS and doctors’ endorsements, is sent 
FREE ‘on receipt of for postdye;> ete Address the author 
H. J.“Achershaug, M uD 500 th Ave., New York, 


Stories W 


Getting Down to Business—‘‘ Are you as 
perfect physically as you seem to be?’’ 
he asked. 

‘“*Certainly,’’ she replied. 

‘*Has there ever been any insanity in 
your family?’’ 

**Never.’’ 

‘‘Have you a depraved taste of ary 
kind?”’ 

**Certainly not.’’ 

‘Are your teeth in good condition and 
do you see and hear perfectly?’’ 

**Ves. ” 

‘Are you ever bothered by insomnia or 
headache or indigestion?’’ 

‘‘Not at all.”’ 

‘Thank heaven! Now let’s make love 
a little while.’’—Chicago Record-Herald. 


Veracity Paid—Once upon a time there 
was a boy, and he applied for a job. 

‘*We don’t want lazy boys here. Are 
you fond of work?’’ asked the boss. 

**No, sir,’’ answered the boy—looking 
the boss straight in the face. 

**Oh, you’re not, aren’t you? 
want a boy that is.”’ 

‘‘There ain’t any,’ 
doggedly. 

““Oh, yes, there are. We have had a 
dozen of that kind here this morning look- 
ing for a situation with us.”’ 

**How do you know they are not lazy?’’ 
persisted the boy. 

‘‘Why, they told me so.”’ 

**So I could have told you so; but I’m 
not a liar.’’ 

He got the job.—New York Call. 


Well, we 


insisted the boy 


In a Barber Shop—It was in a suburban 
barber shop, and a farmer with a week’s 
growth of stubby beard had seated him- 
self in a chair to have his whiskers 
cropped. 

**Guess you’!l have a time gittin’ them 
off,’” he remarked, as the barber began 
rubbing on the lather. 

‘Oh, I don’t know,’’ said the barber 
carelessly. ‘‘All beards look alike to 
me.”’ 

‘“‘Wunst I went into a barber shop to 
git shaved,’’ resumed the farmer, ‘‘and 
after the barber was done and I was pay- 
in’ him, he remarked, ‘Say, old man, if 
all beards was like yourn, I’d quit the 
barber business.’ I sez to him, I sez, 
‘Well, you haven’t got anything on me, 


old man. If all barbers was like you, I’d 
let my beard grow.’’’—Columbus Dis- 
patch. 


Like Father’s Clothes—Little James had 
been telling a visitor that his father had 
got a new set of false teeth. 

‘‘Indeed!’’ said the visitor. 
will he do with the old set?’’ 

**Oh, I s’pose,’’ replied little James, 
‘‘they’ll cut ’em down and make me wear 
’em.’’—New York World. 


** And what 


Back at Them— Labor unions were 
strong in his city. On Halloween the 
boys pulled a lot of pickets off the fence 
of the union barber and made a bonfire of 
them. The barber bought some pickets 
and nailed them onto his fence himself. 
Whereupon he was promptly fined $50 by 
the council for doing carpenter work 


ith Smiles 








which should have been done by a union 
carpenter. 

The barber thought this over for some 
time. Then he presented the carpenters’ 
union with a bill for $1,375. 

**What’s this for?’’ asked the chief of 
the carpenters’ union. 

“‘Why,”’ the barber replied, ‘‘that’s 
what’s due the barbers because the cap. 
penters shave themselves.’’ 

His fine was remitted. — Pittsburgh 
Chronicle-Telegraph. 


Interpretation of Scripture—They were 
speaking of the remarkable way in which 
telegraphic messages are occasionally in. 
terpreted, and this story was recalled by 
Governor-elect David I. Walsh, of Massa. 
chusetts: 

Some time ago the stork visited the 
home of a happy young couple in a New 
England town, and wishing to notify her 
girl chum, who lived in a distant city, 
the mother sent the following telegram: 

**For unto us a child is born.—Isaiah 
- <¢” 

“‘Oh, John,’’ exclaimed the girl chum 
to her husband on receiving the dispatch, 
**I have just got a telegram from Gladys, 
and what do you think? ’ 

‘*You have got me chucked out at first 
in the conundrum game,’’ indulgently 
smiled John. ‘‘What’s the answer?’ 

‘‘Gladys has a baby boy!’’ enthusias- 
tically responded little wifey. ‘‘Hisname 
is Isaiah, and he weighs nine pounds six 
ounces !’’—Philadelphia Telegraph. 


Why She Decided To Leave—Mrs. Al- 
len’s new servant came to her the morning 
after her arrival and said, 

‘‘I’m goin’ to lave yez, mum, to-day. 
I’ll not stay any longer.’’ 

‘Going to leave!’’ cried Mrs. Allen, in 
amazement. ‘‘Why in the world are you 
going to leave so soon?”’ 

‘“*Well, mum,’’ said the girl, ‘‘when I 
came yesterday mornin’, you gave me the 
keys to yer trunks and drawers and jewel 
cases to kape for yez.’’ 

**‘Why, yes, so I did,’’ said the mis- 
tress. ‘‘That showed that I trusted you. 
What is the matter?’’ 

‘‘Well, yer see, mum,’’ said the serv- 
ant, ‘‘they don’t one of ’em fit.’’—Chi- 
cago News. 


First Impressions 

Technicalities are never required to 
bolster up a good cause. 

Sunday to some married men is simply 
a day for doing things that have to be 
done around the house. 

When a woman looks especially con- 
tented, it isn’t usually a case of good 
deeds done so much as a new gown. 

‘Keep your head in the stars, but your 
feet on the ground,’’ is good old copy- 
book advice, but it will never make a suc- 
cessful tango artist. 

Nature sometimes exhibits remarkable 
intelligence. Out in California a few 
days ago lightning struck an amateur who 
was practicing on a cornet. 

Why don’t these anti-white-slave re- 
formers do something for the woman who 
spends all her life in the kitchen?—W. 
Kee Maxwell, in Peoria Journal. 
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Varsity Wit—Hotel clerk—I found that 
‘Not to be used except in case of fire’ 
jacard which those college boys stole out 
of the corridor. 

Manager—W here did you find it? 

Clerk—They’d nailed it up over the 
coal bin. —Penn State Froth. 


Not Enough— Askem—Did you get much 
of an allowance this month? 

Telem —No; she only permitted me to 
hold her hand.—Stanford Chaparral. 
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“Oh, Citronella, 1’m so troubled!’’ 

“Troubled, Magnolia? And why?’’ 

“Oh, I just heard a lecture on geology, 
and the man said—boo-hoo!—he said that 
in ninety-seven billion years—boo-hoo !— 
Cape Cod will be washed away!”’ 

‘But, my dear, what of it?’’ 

‘*Oh —boo-hoo-hoo !—I’ve an aunt living 
on Cape Cod!’’—Harvard Lampoon. 


Drowning—‘‘What makes you sit up 
there and toot the horn?’’ 

“Charley told me to,’’ replied the fair 
one, ‘‘so I won’t hear the things he says 
while he’s fixing the machine.’’—Prince- 
ton Tiger. 


Not Quite What He Meant—Host—It’s 
beginning to rain. You’d better stay to 
dinner. 

Guest—Oh, thanks very much; but it’s 
not bad enough for that.— Yale Record. 


Go to the Head of the Class—Prof—Can 
you name a liquid which won’t freeze? 
Stewed — Hot water, sir.—Cornell 
Widow. 
Le Dansant 
In grandma's day, when dancing art 


Was not amiss, 
The partners held each other off, 








L——T 
I H 
K——I 
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But now with trot and grizzly bear, 
The dip and kiss, 
Each gets a double strangle-hold, 
L-——T 
I H 
kK-—I 
E S 
—Pennsylvania Punch Bowl. 





With the College Wits 


Sylvia — How beautiful Sylvia looked 
that morning! The clear Virginia sun- 
light played upon her, and her brown hair 
seemed almost golden. Her great gray 
eyes, twin stars, looked straight into 
mine, and I wondered what thoughts they 
hid. Nearer and nearer I drew to Sylvia, 
and I could feel her breath, sweet as a 
clover field in June, on my warm brow. 
We were alone. 

‘‘Sylvia,’’ I began, as I bent over her, 
**Sylvia’’ —— 

A harsh voice rang out. 

‘*You want to be keerful o’ that there 
Sylvia,’’ it said, ‘‘’cause she kicks wus 
than any cow I ever milked.’’— Harvard 
Lampoon. 


He Saw —First business man—To what 
do you attribute your success? 

Second b. m.—To the fact that I was 
always first at the office. For seventeen 
years I caught the six-fifteen into town. 

First b. m.—Ah, I see! All due to your 
early training.—Columbia Jester. 


No Show—Recent graduate (to the man 
behind the desk )—What’s the chances for 
a young fellow beginning at the bottom 
and working up? 

Man at the desk—Poor. We’re con- 
tractors for digging wells. — Nebraska 
Awgwan. 























Conductor—How many? 

Scotchman—Twa. 

Conductor— What? 

Scotchman—Twa, twa. 

Conductor—Twa twa yourself. 

(And the fight was on.) — Williams 
Purple Cow. 


A Little Bird—Jrate diner—Hey, waiter, 
there’s not a drop of real coffee in this 
mixture! 

Fresh waiter—Some little bird told you, 
I suppose? 

Irate diner—Yes; a swallow !—Prince- 
ton Tiger. 


In the Dark Ages 
When Rastus Johnsing’s son arrived, 
He looked just like his poppy. 
In fact, the doctah done declared 
He was a carbon copy. 
—Cornell Widow. 


GREAT BEAR SPRING WATER. 
“Its purity has made it famous.” 
+ 50c the case of six glass stoppered bottles. [apvr.] 
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January 14, 1814, 
“We started to Philadelphia to- 


DI ARY 


day, and it proved a rare cold day for 


a-journeying. We left the coach at 
noon-day for the comforts of a wayside 
inn, where we lingered over some 
wonderful 


Old Overholt Rye 


“*Same for 100 years’’ 


Thoroughly appreciated in the 
days of stage-coach journeys— and 
just as good today. A straight 
Pennsylvania Rye whiskey 
of mellow flavor ‘and rare 
bouquet. Aged in the wood 
and bottled in bond. 


A. OVERHOLT & CO. 
Pittsburgh, Pa. 





Quaint, Historic 
NEW ORLEANS 


“The Paris of America.” 
Offers delightful variation from 
the winter abroad, with all the at- 
tractions of a Continental city. 


The StCharles 


Finest all year hotel in the South. 
Perfectly appointed and accom- 
modating 1,000 guests. 
Alfred S. Amer & Co., Ltd., Props. 
Under Same Management, 
Tbh Edgewood, Greenwich,Conn. 
“New York’s ideal suburban 
Hotel.” 

MAY TO OCTOBER. 


















15 Days’ 
free trial to prove the economy 
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15 Days’ 

Free Use utility and beauty of a Piedmont Southern 
In Your Red Cedar Chest. Saves furs, woolens 
Home. nd plumes from moths, mice, dust and damp. 
Ideal Xmast birthday or wedding gift. low factory prices. Freight prepaid, 

Write for beautifully illustrated 64-page catalog show 
00 ree ing all charming designs, sizes and amazingly low 


prices of Piedmont Chests. Postpaid free Write today. 
PIEDMONT RED CEDAR CHEST°COMPANY, Dept. 47, Statesville, N.C. 














7165 AGARS: 


“MADE AT KEY WEST— 














Pears’ 


No impurity in Pears’ 
Soap. 

4conomical to use. 

It wears out only for 
your comfort and cleanli- 
ness. 


Sold in every land, 








Rich Cuban Cigars 35° 


To the smoker whose experienced ts iS demands the full- 
bodied richness and rare, satisfying, tropic flavor of sweet, 
mellow old Cuban leaf, we want to send 50 French's 


Cuban Specials at $2.50, to be kept or returned exclusively on your judg 
ment and absolutely at our risk. Unless highly delighted after smoking 
ten, return at < ur expense and ge t ful ney back prompt- 





ly. Full size Cigar 4 inches. It's your bie eed get big value. 
FRENCH TOBACCO CO.., Dept. 50, Statesville, N. C. 


——$—$ $= 


“BATH HOUSE 23” “KEEP ouT” 
OUR LATEST NOVELTY. 


Bath house in wood veneer withg 
swinging door and brass fastener ; size 
5 x Sinches; with the door open you 
see a beautiful, hand colored picture 
of an Ostend bathing girl. Comes 
boxed, prepaid, for 2c to introduce 
our new catalog of pictures for The 
Den, ‘‘all winners!’’ Catalog alone 
loc. Stamps accepted. 


CELEBRITY ART CO., 
37 Columbus Ave., — Boston, Mass. 


°*Don’t-Snore’ nd mout 


Money Refunded if it Don’t. Ask for Bookle st, 
THOS. B. MORTON co. (Inc,) 6 Starks Bidg., Louisville, Ky. 


WANTED—AN IDEA! WHO CAN THINK OF SOME 


simple thing to patent? Protect your ideas, they may bring 
you wealth. Write for “ Needed Inventions’’ and “ How to 
Get Your Patent and Your Money.” Randoph & Co.,, 

















” Stops snoring 
: n q mouth 








Patent Attorneys. Dept. 129, Washington, D. C. 








Laugh! 


returning. 
in every 


Prosperity is 
There's a smile 
line of 


Judge] 


The Happy Medium 
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stands. 
better 


and a laugh in every 
Ten cents. All news 
Take a copy home—or, 
still 
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me, 
car 
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Passing the Mustard 


Had Her Classed—‘‘ Women are the spice 
of life.’’ 

‘*That’s the time you said something!’’ 

‘**And life without spice would be’’—— 

“‘Spice? I thought you said spies!’’ 
replied the man whose wife had found a 
poker chip in his pocket.—Houston Post. 


Old Enough—‘‘I understand Miss What- 
youmaycall is going to have a birthday 
party this evening,’’ the fat plumber ob- 
served. 

‘*Yep,’’ answered the thin carpenter. 
**I’ve been invited.’’ 

‘*Did she keep her last birthday?’’ 

‘*Yes; and I’|! tell you in confidence, I 
don’t believe she ever intends to let go of 
it.’’— Youngstown Telegram. 


His Plan—‘‘Won’t your wife sing for 
us?’’ 

‘‘Sure! I just asked her not to.’’— 
Philadelphia Ledger. 





Modest—Man—lI want you to paint me 
a life-size picture of the ‘‘muskie” ] 
caught on my vacation. He was about 
two feet in length. 

Artist—How long? 

Man—Better make it five feet. I don’t 
want to exaggerate too much.—Chicago 
News. 


Her Idea—‘‘She’s one of those high. 
toned women.’’ 

‘*What do you mean?”’ 

‘She insists that children should be 
seen and not heard, but thinks it crue] to 
muzzle a pet bull dog.’’—Detroit Free 
Press. 





Predominant—‘‘Husband and wife can- | 
not, by the nature of things, be equal, 
There must in every family be a strong, 
commanding, dominating personality.” 

‘Yes; but that one is generally the 
cook.’’—Baltimore American. 
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IF WE ALL WENT TO WORK IN OUR ‘‘ WORKING CLOTHES.”’ 


Superior Fortune —‘‘Isn’t that hotel 
clerk a trifle supercilious?’’ 

‘*Why shouldn’t he be? He is per- 
mitted to remain in this hotel indefinitely. 
He is no mere transient guest.’’—Wash- 
ington Star. 


Constant Alarm—‘‘My wife gets noth- 
ing but apprehension out of life.’’ 

‘*How so?”’ 

**She’s afraid of cows in the country 
and automobiles in town.’’—Kansas City 
Journal. 


Barred from Participation—First lawyer 
—Old Bullion’s heirs aren’t going to con- 
test the will. 

Second lawyer— Well, they’re a fine 
bunch of hogs! I hope th’ money chokes 
’em!—New York Globe. 


Explained —Jndignant young lady—That 
gawky freak! Why, you told me he was 
a nobby young fellow! 

Treacherous friend—Yes; but I spelled 
it with a k.—Chicago Post. 


Why She Was Prouder—‘‘Why should 
you regard yourself as her social supe- 
rior? Her family is as distinguished as 
yours.’”’ 

‘*Yes; but my alimony is much larger.” 
— Washington Star. 


Killed the Romance—‘‘I had a boiled 
egg served me for breakfast with the 
name Genevieve on it.’’ 

**Now, isn’t that romantic?”’ 

‘‘It didn’t strike me as being so roman- 
tic. There was also the date, 1908.”— 
Louisville Courier-Journal. 


Saved by Not Saving—Poor man—I’ve 
never been able to save anything. 

Millionaire—Then you’ve saved your- 
self a whole lot of worry.—Boston Tran- 
script. 


The Alternative — ‘‘Automobiling has 
improved my appetite tremendously.” 

“*That’s good!”’ 

“Yes; but now I can’t afford to eat.” 
—Philadelphia Ledger. 
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Learn to 


Draw Pr 
Draw Properly! Bound Volumes 
‘e teach you how to draw 


from nature; how to proceed, ot Judge 


step by step, the right way. 








We send you this instruction 
by mail and your individual Price $1.50 
training comes under the per- 
sonal supervision of some of 


America’s foremost illustra- 
Here is a leather binder which will 





tors—men of international 


’ reputation. hold any number of Judges from 
one copy to fifty-two. Keep a 
record of the wit and satire of the 


This school has been established 11 years and has developed 
times and you will have a volume 


many first-class illustrators who are today earning good in- 
of delightful humor that will afford 





comes from their art. 
many hours of enjoyment to you 


r . . i ‘our children during > long 
We cannot handle a great many students, so, if you are in- ind your children during the long 
: . . "j ‘r evenings. 
terested, write immediately for terms and_ particulars. winter evenings 
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Studio of Pictorial Art 
. ‘ 
a Leslie-Judge Company i 
172 Fifth Avenue New York 225 Fifth Avenue New York ' 
ESTABLISHED 1903 ' 
t 
° evens = - ~ — —— 
F Letters of a 
a Self-Mad 
oe -iviade 
sal + t ' ‘ : ag 
Grea : Failure 
l | P} t | Letters of a 
\ 1¢ ures SELF-MADE By Maurice Switzer 
} I° All | T RE With 14 brilliant pen-drawings by 
Taken by Storm pemnanies 
> An Enveloping Movement he By Maurice Switzer Setting forth in a humorous, 
, By James Montgomery Flaq¢ r { 
aisige eee oe _ J Unique, epigrammatic style, a 
Steadv Work $1 .00 Comnion-sense, livable 
y By Enoch Bolles Leslie-.J udge Co. Cede of business ethics which 
1 @ ot 225 Fifth Avenue EKventually 
fas To Be Continued New York . 
By E. A, Furman Spells 
Press Opinions: access. 


Written in a lively, epigrammatic style 


which makes the little volume as entertain- 
ing as it is valuable.—New York Times. 
- A series of witty letters embodying wisdom, truth, common sense and a 


palatable sauce of shrewd humor.—New York Sun. 
Ought to appeal to a large circle of business and professional men.—Bostor 
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ai . , Transcript. 
rhese splendid pictures, among * most popular of recent ' , 
I I aS, Gane the oe Humorous and epigrammatic. To any one in the business world these letters 


Judge covers, are in full color—9 x 12—double mounted on will prove valuable.—Pittsburg Dispatch. 
a heavy white mat—I11 x 14—ready for framing. All four On its maxims could be founded a Society for the Prevention of Failures, 
ill | E : -o ; = Spendthrifts and other Common Fools.—Baltimore Sun. 
‘ ™ ve sent on receipt of $1.00. Address These letters from one brother to another are made up of hard sense and 
straight talk.— Washington Star. 


xclle ao, {* »)~ Ps — \f y It matters not whether you are “chief” or office boy, it will be profitable as 
; Leslic -J udge ( O., 225 I ifth AV enue, N ew Y ork well as entertaining to read it carefully.—Memphis News-Scimiter. 


























| Recognized by all as the premier wine of America. You may 
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MADE IN 
AMERICA 
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Gold Seal 


AMERICAS FAVORITE 
Champagne 





| pay more and receive no better: pay the same and not get as good. ' 

Two Kinds: Special Dry and Brut i 

Gold Seal Red—the best sparkling Burgundy on the market : 

Sold everywhere ‘All wine—no duty’’ 
URBANA WINE CO., URBANA, N. Y., Sole Maker 
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